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officer! With what delight and diligence I would now
perform the duties I had before despised in the Adju-
tant's office ! Why had I volunteered to fly ? My career
was over : here I was shivering in mephitic darkness :
better to have lived in the sunlight of India, even if in-
gloriously. The right side of my face was paralysed : I
suffered pangs of hunger, but immediately food touched
my lips I had to scurry for the privy, outside which it was
necessary to beg permission to enter from a Turkish
soldier : I was never warm although I sweated copiously
every night, and I had no clothes into which to change.
These were small sufferings compared to those that others
were enduring in the Northern Desert of Arabia, but
illness limits the imagination : my world was bounded
by my sluggish skin : in it I brooded listlessly, and
did not become human until the night when I drank
9araq.

I would not recommend my method as a cure for dis-
tempers of the mind and body : alcohol is a deceiver, but
then this is a world of illusions. Many of us felt a craving
for strong drink while we were in the church : the few
who didn't, urged the same arguments against it as are
used the world over, while we pursued our way regard-
less of their opinion.

*Araq is a colourless alcohol distilled from raisins and
flavoured with aniseed : it clouds when mixed with wTater,
and tastes like cough-mixture. A great wicker bottle of it
was brought into the church one evening, paid for by
some prisoner who had succeeded in cashing a cheque,
I took a glass of it mixed with water, half-in-half, and
felt better. Instead of eating, I drank more.

At midnight we were seated at a table under the high
altar, round the diminishing demi-john.